WATER      UNDER     THE      BRIDGES
CHAPTER XIX
T HAD barely been a year in Paris when I was suddenly asked to go
I as His Majesty's Minister to Belgrade. I was shocked and horrified
at the suggestion and rushed back to London to protest in person.
No one ever worked harder than I did to be allowed to stop in Paris,
and to get my proposed appointment to Belgrade cancelled. Vhen
I look back I marvel at the consideration the Foreign Office showed
me, and I did succeed in arranging for the announcement of my
appointment to be postponed for several months. In the end I realized
what an idiot I was making of myself, and expressed my readiness
after all to go where I had been told to go.
What fools indeed we mortals are! Of all the responsible positions
I have held, Constantinople, Belgrade, and, of course, Berlin, were
politically the most important and interesting. From the point of
view of personal pleasure I most enjoyed the first term I spent at
St. Petersburg, then Cairo, and then Belgrade. Belgrade thus came
into both categories. But Providence in its great wisdom does not
allow us to see into the future, and I shudder now when I think
of how I fought against going to the post where I was to spend
certainly the five happiest and also, politically, five of the most
interesting years of my life. They were also the years where I ex-
perienced the greatest sorrows of my life; but those had little to do
with the post itself.
So to Belgrade I went in December 1929, but I kept on my flat in
Paris, though I let it for nine months a year to cover expenses. I also
continued my annual cure at Dr. Dapper's in Kissingen up to 1932.
It did me a great deal of good and was indeed indispensable to my
health. But—and those who know me least are consequently the
readiest to judge me—when the Nazis came into power at the beginning
of 19331 just couldn't stomach the thought of returning to Germany,
even to Kissingen.
I had not thought much about Yugoslavia, or, as it was still called
in 1928, the Kingdom of the Serbs, Croats, and Slovenes. It was not
till 1929 that the name was changed to what it should always have
been, Yugoslavia, the land of the southern Slavs. I knew something
about the country, of course, but not much, and what the ordinary,
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